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Thou geuest me good comfort: now fare wel care,
Here is thy hundred pound :
I pray God geue thee well to fare,
And kepe thee whole and sound.
I thanke you dere mother, the yong man sayd, Of your good gifte and daughter deare : Me thinkes she is the worthiest mayde, In all this Lande, withouten peare. I hoape to liue with her alway So gentelly, that she shall fynde, And you her mother, I dare well say, In euery season gentle and kynde.
The people, standing them to behold, Regarded the wordes of the Brydegrome than, And sayd, he aunswered with wordes cold, Which became full well the good yong man. And then they prest forth ech after other, With golde and syluer, and riche giftes eake ; And many a scorne they gaue the mother, But euer they praysed the yong man meeke.
To whome he gaue thankes with all his mighte,
As honesty requyreth him to doe :
He ordred himselfe alway aright,
Yet they thought all he should haue woe ;
For he was matched so ywys,
That he could not wante for sorrow in fay,
But alway hampred, withouten misse,
Of mother and daughter, for euer and aye.
When all was done they gan depart, And tooke their leaue fuU friendly thoe, Thanking ech other with all their harte. And on their way home they gan go. The father and mother thanked them all, The Bryde and Brydegrome also, without mis, Did thank the company in generall, Departing from them with ioy and blisse.